CHAPTER XII

ADAME DE BONMONT con-
ceived of love as an abyss of delight.
After that dinner at the Madrid,
glorified as it had been by the reading
of the royal letter, she had said to
Joseph Lacrisse as they returned from the Bois,
while the carriage was still warm with an historic
embrace: c< This will be for ever!" and these
words, meaningless as they will seem if we consider
the impermanence of the elements which make up
the substance of the erotic emotions, were none the
less indicative of a proper spirituality and of a
longing for the infinite which conferred a certain
distinction. " Quite !" had been the answer of
Joseph Lacrisse.

Two weeks had passed since that happy night,
two weeks during which the secretary of the
Departmental Committee of Young Royalists had
divided his time between the demands of his work
and those of his love. Dressed in a tailor-made
costume, her face covered with a white lace veil,
the Baronne had come, at the appointed hour, to
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